CHAPTER    XIV

VISITORS   AT  THE  MANSE

ON BRINGING HOME HIS BRIDE, THE MINISTER

showed her to us, and we thought she would
do when she realised that she was not the
minister. She was a grand lady from Edin-
burgh, though very frank, and we simple folk
amused her a good deal, especially when we
were sitting cowed in the manse parlour
drinking a dish of tea with her, as happened to
Leeby, her father, and me, three days before
Jamie came home.

Leeby had refused to be drawn into conversa-
tion, like one who knew her place, yet all her
actions were genteel and her monosyllabic
replies in the Englishy tongue, as of one who
was, after all, a little above the eoiiuxiofk
When the minister's wife asked her whether
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